24   MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS

" Here I see a vision of the city of the future,
whose noblest buildings are as yet indicated only by
deep excavations, which would suggest, to a shallow
mind, that the labourers who are toiling to rear
the city which we shall never behold are merely
excavating abysmal pits, when in reality they may
be laying the foundations of a prosperous home,
the abode of joy and peace."

Thus did Monsieur Bergeret, who was a man
of goodwill, look with a favouring eye upon the
building of the ideal city ; but he was much less at
home amid the building operations of the real city,
seeing that at every step he risked falling, through
absence of mind, into a pit.

Nevertheless he continued to go house-hunting,
but he did so in a whimsical fashion. Old houses
pleased him, in that their stones had for him a
tongue. The Rue Git-le-Cceur had a particular
attraction for him, and whenever he saw beside the
keystone of a gateway or on a door which had once
been flanked by a wrought-iron railing a notice to
the effect that there was a flat to let, he would
mount the stairs, accompanied by a sordid concierge,
in an atmosphere that reeked of countless genera-
tions of rats, which was aggravated from floor to
floor by the smell of cooking from poverty-stricken
kitchens. The workshops of bookbinders or box-
makers enriched it at times with the horrible odour